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THE  ROLL  OF  HONOUR. 


You,  whose  heart  is  breaking  with  the  strain 

Of  bitter  agony  and  drear  suspense  ; 
You,  who  feel  within  your  throbbing  brain 

The  torture  growing  ever  more  intense, 

You,  who  suffer  more  than  words  can  tell, 

From  whose  worn  eyes  the  ceaseless  tears  must  flow, 

You,  who've  bade  an  agonized  farewell, 

To  him  you  worship  :  tell  us,  you  who  know — 

Is  there  comfort  for  the  heart  oppress'd 

With  grief's  dark  agony,  which  none  can  steal  ? 

Is  parting  with  the  one  you  love  the  best 
The  greatest  sorrow  that  the  heart  can  feel  ? 

If  not  upon  the  field  of  blood  and  strife, 

Oh  !  where  then  would  you  wish  that  he  should  lie  ? 
If  not  for  England  he  should  give  his  life, 

For  what  then  would  you  wish  that  he  should  die  ? 

You  cannot  see  him  suffer,  cannot  stand 
Beside  him  as  he  gasps  away  his  breath, 

You  cannot  clasp  in  yours  his  fever'd  hand 
Or  soothe  him  in  the  dark'ning  hour  of  death. 

But  he  knows  not  that  he  is  there  alone, 
He  feels  your  tender  touch  upon  his  hair, 

He  hears  you  speaking  in  a  loving  tone 
And  gently  smiles  and  thinks  that  you  are  there. 

Amidst  the  blurring  smoke  he  sees  your  face, 
The  vision  soothes  his  lingering  hours  of  pain  ; 

He  dreams  that  you  are  there  in  that  wild  place 
Or  he  is  safe  at  home  with  you  again. 

He  hears  the  music  of  the  cannons'  roar 
Growing  fainter  now  ;  and  still  more  dim 

The  earthly  landscape  ;  while  that  Other  Shore 
Grows  clearer  and  more  beautiful  to  him. 
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To  him  the  din  of  battle  now  is  still'd, 

To  him  the  deadly  conflict  seems  to  pause, 

He  knows  his  soldier's  mission  is  fulfill'd 
In  dying  for  his  country's  holy  cause. 

Calm  your  throbbing  heart,  it  will  not  break, 
Not  quite,  a  power  stronger  than  your  will 

Will  keep  it  beating  for  the  others'  sake, 

The  ones  who  cling  to  you  and  want  you  still. 

Would  you  have  your  loved  one  by  your  side, 
Without  his  deathless  laurel-wreath  of  fame  ? 

Would  you  wish  your  hero  had  not  died, 

And  from  the  roll  of  honour  strike  his  name  ? 


FLEUBS-DE-LIS. 

THE  fairest  flowers  that  grow  on  this  dark  earth, 
White  as  snowflakes  as  they  downward  fly, 

Sinless,  spotless  as  a  babe  at  birth, 
Too  pure  to  live,  too  beautiful  to  die. 

Crush'd  beneath  a  tyrant's  heel  awhile, 
Undaunted,  lying  there  in  deadly  pain  ; 

The  day  will  dawn  when  they,  in  sunshine's  smile 
Will  proudly  raise  their  drooping  heads  again. 

Take  the  wounded  lilies  from  the  ground, 
Twine  them  in  a  sweetly  fragrant  wreath, 

And  lay  them  on  the  little  grassy  mound ; 
A  hero,  still  unconquer'd,  lies  beneath. 


THE  ENGLISH  WAY. 

Business  as  usual,  pleasure  too  ; 
Don't  call  us  heartless  for  it  is  not  true, 
But  all  piust  live  and  have  some  work  to  do  : 

"  How  very  odd,"  they  say. 
Our  neighbours,  who  across  the  channel  dwell ; 
They  have  no  chance  to  really  know  us  well, 
They  do  not  understand,  they  cannot  tell, 

It  is  our  English  way. 
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From  the  sparkling  eyes  no  tear-drops  flow  ; 
Beneath  the  surface,  deep,  deep  down  below 
The  soul  is  suffering  far  more  than  we  know, 

No  signs  the  grief  betray  : 
A  throbbing  brain  beneath  the  golden  tress, 
A  tortured  heart  beneath  the  satin  dress, 
The  anguish  hidden  there  no  one  can  guess 

Because  the  smile  is  gay. 

Our  soldiers  laugh,  as  blithe  as  singing  bird  ; 
A  prayer  may  lurk  below  unguess'd,  unheard, 
And  thoughts  be  deeper  than  the  spoken  word, 

Think  they  that  war  is  play  ? 
They  bravely  march  to  conquer  and  to  kill, 
Or  die,  perhaps,  if  that  be  heaven's  will, 
Gaily  singing  "  Tipperary  "  still, 

It  is  the  English  way. 


PEACE. 

PEACE  ;  where  is  peace  for  those  brave  ones  who  left  all  they  cared; 
for  to  follow  _  , 

The  pathway  of  duty  and  glory,  lead  them  wherever  it  might  ? 
Peace  ;  some  have  found  it  already.    The  Spring  comes  again  and 
the  swallow, 

But  they  cannot  come,  they  are  sleeping  deep  in  the  shadow  of 
night. 

Peace  ;  where  is  peace  for  those  brave  ones,  the  truest  and  best  of 
each  nation, 

Who  willingly  gave  all  they  treasured,  unmindful  their  own  hearts 
should  break  ? 

Peace  ;  they  have  found  it  already,  for  their's  is  the  real  consolation, 
They  suffer  the  anguish,  but  still  they  live  on  for  dear  memory's 


Peace ;  where  is  peace  for  those  mad  ones  who  revel  in  terror  and 
slaughter, 

Marring  the  fair  world  with  blood-stains  and  tear-drops  that  fall 
down  like  rain  ? 

Peace  ;  they  may  seek  it  in  earth,  in  the  heavens  or  under  the  water, 
But'ne'er  shall  they  find  peace  of  soul ;  they  shall  seek  it  for  ever 
in  vain. 
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BELGIUM. 

WOULDST  thou  write  of  vanish'd  glory, 
Bitter  wrongs  and  deadly  fears  ? 

Wouldst  thou  tell  sad  Belgium's  story  ? 
Fill  a  fountain  pen  with  tears. 

Fill  it  brimming  full  o'erflowing, 
Words  are  passionless  and  weak  ; 

From  martyr-souls  all  sorrow  knowing, 
Tears  gush  forth  and  they  can  speak. 


BELGIUM'S  MAETYRDOM. 

Patient  band  of  refugees, 
Look  not  back  across  the  seas  ; 
Not  yet — the  day  is  still  to  come, 
When  in  triumph  to  your  home 
You  shall  return  again  :  not  yet 
Has  England  paid  her  mighty  debt. 

You,  first  victims  of  the  war, 

First  to  hear  the  cannon's  roar, 

First  to  hear  the  bursting  shell. 

Ah  !  you  know  those  sounds  too  well. 

Comrades  falling  all  around, 

Dead  and  dying  on  the  ground. 

Eyes  must  weep  and  hearts  must  break, 

And  men  must  die  for  honour's  sake. 

Vanish'd  now  the  German  race, 

Hell's  own  demons  fill  the  place ; 

They  know  not  honour,  faith,  nor  truth, 

They  stay  and  torture  without  ruth  ; 

Women,  children,  flee  for  life, 

Battling  in  unequal  strife. 

Infirm  and  aged,  ill  and  blind  ; 

Oh  !  what  refuge  can  they  find, 

Where  to  shelter,  where  to  turn  ? 

Go  back  !  alas !  the  homesteads  burn. 

Weeping  and  imploring  eyes, 

Gaze  piteously  at  starless  skies, 

No  hope  above,  no  help  below, 

Nothing  is — but  deadly  woe. 
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Misery  is  everywhere, 

And  minds  grow  vacant  with  despair. 

A  tiny  child  is  wandering  on, 

Its  parents  kill'd,  friends  lost  or  gone, 

Heaven  !  listen  to  its  cry, 

God  !  in  pity  let  it  die. 

It  stumbles  on  the  blood-drench'd  sod, 

Is  there  a  heaven  ?     Is  there  a  God  ? 

No  father's  love,  no  mother's  kiss, 

Was  it  born  to  end  like  this  ? 

And  he,  the  greatest  of  you  all, 

Must  he  see  his  cities  fall  ? 

Must  he  stay  and  see  his  land 

Euined  by  a  robber-band  ? 

Oh  !  when  have  kings  from  danger  fled, 

Or  blue  blood  scorn'd  to  mix  with  red  ? 
And  truest  king  art  thou  ! 

Not  in  place  of  safety  then  ? 

No — in  the  trenches  with  thy  men, 

Far  from  throne  and  regal  state, 

Ne'er  so  king-like,  ne'er  so  great, 

Ne'er  so  royal  as  now. 
Of  what  can  sovereign  be  bereft 
Who  has  a  nation's  worship  left  ? 
Thy  people's  tear-drops  falling  down, 
Shall  shine  as  diamonds  in  thy  crown. 
Cities,  phcenix-like  shall  rise, 
Church  spires  point  towards  peaceful  skies, 
Black  eagles  lying  all  around, 
Dead  and  conquer'd  on  the  ground. 


Poor  martyr'd  Belgium,  not  in  vain 
Your  misery  and  bitter  pain. 
Every  shriek  of  mad  despair, 
Every  agonizing  prayer, 
Every  word  of  comfort  spoken, 
When  hearts  were  desolate  and  broken, 
Each  unselfish  thought  inspired, 
Each  gun  loaded,  each  gun  fired, 
Each  heroic  deed  display'd, 
Every  order  well  obey'd, 
Every  demon  backward  hurl'd, 
Has  helped  to  shield  the  world. 
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Struggling  stream  of  fugitives, 
Belgium  dies  but  England  lives, 
Lives  to  'venge  your  cruel  wrong, 
England's  arms  are  firm  and  strong, 
England  holds  you  to  her  heart, 
You,  who  nobly  play'd  your  part 

And  countless  perils  braved  ; 
England  will  your  rights  defend, 
And  you  shall  triumph  in  the  end, 
England  ne'er  forsakes  a  friend — 

The  England  you  have  saved. 


BELGIUM'S  TBIUMPH. 

"  Make  way  !  make  way  !  the  greatest  army  that  the  earth  has  ever 
seen 

Marches  on  its  way  to  battle ;  greater  one  has  never  been. 
Hear  you  not  the  bugles  calling  ?    See  you  not  the  flags  unfurl'd  ? 
We  are  marching  on  to  glory,  we  shall  conquer  all  the  world. 
See  our  huge  gigantic  legions,  as  they  fearlessly  advance, 
We  will  march  through  neutral  Belgium,  'tis  the  easiest  way  to 
France. 

What !  resistance  ?    Little  Belgium  valiantly  unsheathes  her  sword 
In  defiance  of  the  mandate  of  our  mighty  sovereign  lord. 
We  will  murder  every  soldier,  woman,  child,  yes,  every  man 
Who  dares  to  interfere  and  thwart  our  Emperor's  most  brilliant  plan. 
Eools  may  keep  their  word  of  honour,  only  cowards  hesitate 
To  break  their  pledges  when  convenient :  all  is  fair  in  war  and  hate." 
Vain-glorious  Germans  !  you  may  triumph,  slay  and  torture  at  your 
will, 

There  is  something  yet  to  conquer,  something  that  you  cannot  kill. 
Belgium  has  a  stubborn  spirit,  far  beyond  your  weak  control, 
You  may  crush  her  fragile  body,  but  you  cannot  crush  her  soul. 
Bound  you  are  the  dying  masses,  wounded  martyrs  lying  low, 
Ask  them  this  :  "  Are  you  down-hearted  ?"  each  and  all  make  answer 
"  No." 

They  have  learn'd  the  price  of  honour,  for  you  there  is  surprise  in 
store, 

When  you  learn  the  bitter  lesson  that  dishonour  costs  far  more : 
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When  you  find  yourselves  despised  by  every  man  whaie'er  his  birth, 
When  you  know  yourselves  estranged  from  every  country  on  the 
earth, 

When  you  see  the  eyes  of  nations  fixed  on  you  with  scorn  most 
strong, 

You  too  late  will  realize  you've  done  yourselves  the  greater  wrong. 
Belgium  has  a  mighty  ruler,  stronger,  truer  than  your  own, 
No  bursting  shell  nor  bomb  can  shake  the  sure  foundation  of  his 
throne ! 

No  barbaric  hands  have  power  to  touch  it  or  to  tear  it  down, 
Not  all  the  tear-drops  ever  shed  can  dim  the  lustre  of  his  crown. 
The  sympathy  of  every  nation  of  the  earth  is  with  him.  Right 
And  Justice,  though  you  know  it  not,  are  two  strong  arms  with 

which  to  fight.  , 
Still,  regardless  of  all  warning,  tramping  o'er  the  blood-stain  d  sod, 
Strewn  with  dying  victims,  march  the  cultured  enemies  of  God. 
Are  your  German  senses  deaden'd,  your  Teutonic  eyes  so  blind 
That  you  can  only  see  the  havoc  and  the  ruin  left  behind  ? 
Look  down  deeper  through  the  surface ;  every  rampart  overthrown, 
Every  church  in  fragments  lying,  every  shatter'd  piece  of  stone, 
Every  masterpiece  of  beauty  for  long  centuries  enjoy'd, 
Every  work  of  art  or  science,  every  precious  gem,  destroy'd, 
Hide  within  their  scatter'd  ashes  testimony  strong  and  sure 
Of  what,  to  keep  their  name  untarnish'd,  Belgian  heroes  could  en- 
Have  not  abbeys  grown  more  famous,  spires  grander  where  they  he, 
Than  when  they  in  their  perfect  splendour  pointed  upwards  to  the 
sky  ? 

Many  homes  are  desolated,  many  friendly  hearths  laid  bare, 
Deeper  souls  than  yours  discover  Belgian  glory  hidden  there ; 
Every  mark  of  fierce  aggression,  testimony  of  your  shame 
Does  but  add  another  step  to  Belgian's  pinnacle  of  fame. 


WAR. 

The  world  rolls  on  with  her  mighty  load, 
Along  the  dazzling  star-lit  road. 

The  rose  lifts  up  her  radiant  head, 
Full  of  love,  and  sweet  and  red. 

The  air  is  soft,  the  sky  is  bright, 

The  nightingale  sings  to  the  rose  all  night. 
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The  war-god  passes  through  the  land 
With  his  murderous  cruel  band. 

The  rose  hangs  down  her  fragrant  head  ; 
The  nightingale  is  lying  dead. 

The  world  rolls  on  with  her  suffering  load, 
Along  the  dazzling  star-lit  road. 


PAETING. 

ONLY  a  few  days  more  and  they  must  go — 
The  ones  we  love — to  answer  honour's  call ; 

We  stifle  down  the  pain  we  dare  not  show — 
No  tears  must  fall. 

Busy  brains  are  working  day  and  night, 
Loving  hands  are  making  needful  things, 

The  last  days  pass  unnoticed,  taking  flight, 
On  swallows'  wings. 

Only  a  few  hours  more,  time  hurries  on, 

Not  all  our  prayers  nor  tears  can  bid  it  wait, 

Soon  all  we  love  and  live  for  will  be  gone, 
And  we  be  desolate. 

Only  one  hour  more,  oh  !  that  last  hour  ! 

It  too — most  precious  one — must  pass  away  ! 
Will  no  guardian-spirit's  unseen  power, 

Entreat  it  to  delay  ? 

Only  a  moment  more,  pale  lips  are  dumb, 

They  try  to  smile  "good-bye,"  for  none  must  see 

Into  the  secret  depths  of  souls  grown  numb 
With  deadly  agony. 

The  moment's  pass'd,  bright  eyes  with  tears  are  blind, 
No  need  to  battle  longer  with  distress  ; 

We  only  know  that  we  are  left  behind 
In  utter  loneliness. 
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THE   XMAS  TEUCE,  1914. 

Fiercely,  wildly,  rages  now  the  battle, 

Around  is  desolation,  pain  and  death, 
And  through  the  din  is  heard  the  dread  death-rattle 

Of  victims  gasping  out  their  failing  breath. 

Cannons  loudly  roaring,  bullets  flying, 

Everywhere  the  sound  of  shot  and  shell, 
Making  for  the  miserably  dying 

A  terrible  and  deaf'ning  funeral  knell. 

More  desperately  still  the  battle  rages, 

Many  heroes  fall  and  some  must  die, 
No  hope  of  armistice  or  peace  assuages 

Wounded  victims'  piercing  agony. 

Darkness  now  approaches  ;  through  the  hours 

Of  night  created  for  man's  rest  and  peace, 
Those  unsatisfied,  malignant  powers, 

Refuse  e'en  now  to  bid  the  conflict  cease. 

Hark  !  a  distant  sound  which  keeps  repeating 

From  childhood's  hour,  known  and  loved  so  well : 

Can  it  be  the  angels'  Christmas  greeting 
Convey'd  so  sweetly  in  a  Convent  bell '? 

It  makes  the  nerves  with  strange  sensations  tingle, 

Brings  thoughts  of  home,  fond  thoughts  of  happier  times  : 

Is  it  fancy,  or  do  voices  mingle 

With  the  ringing  of  those  Christmas  chimes  ? 

Surely  there  are  angel-voices  stealing 

Through  the  atmosphere  of  death  and  pain, 

Heavenly  messengers  to  earth  appealing 

For  love  and  peace  ;  must  they  appeal  in  vain  '? 

"  Christians,  awake  !"  still  faintly  in  the  distance, 
Far  away,  the  sound  comes  faint  and  dim, 
And  yet  those  voices  with  a  strange  insistance 
Repeat  the  words  of  that  loved  Christmas  hymn. 

It  is  no  dream,  for  hark  !  ten  thousand  voices 
Moved  with  one  impulse  the  sad  silence  break, 

And  heart  of  friend  and  foe  alike  rejoices 

At  those  familiar  words  "  Christians,  awake!" 
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A  friendly  face  peeps  out  above  the  trenches, 

The  sun  bursts  forth  in  crimson  splendour,  while 

A  friendly  hand  the  hand  of  foernan  clenches 
And  demons  flee  aghast  and  angels  smile. 

And  others  quickly  follow  their  example, 
Too  glad  to  spend  a  day  of  rest  and  peace  ; 

This  Holy  Day  is  one  most  precious  sample 
Of  days  that  are  to  be  when  battles  cease. 

Soft  words  from  foreign  lips  console  the  dying, 

For  now,  when  all  are  friends,  who  is  the  foe  ? 
And  tender  hands  soothe  those  in  anguish  lying, 

The  very  hands,  perchance,  which  laid  them  low. 
And  all  are  now  in  harmony  united, 

Exchange  of  gentle,  courteous  words  takes  place  ; 
Kind  actions  with  kind  actions  are  requited, 

And  God's  own  peace  is  shining  on  each  face. 

Too  soon  those  precious  hours  of  peace  are  ended 
Too  soon  must  fade  the  soft'ning  evening  light  ' 

No  longer  must  the  trench  be  undefended, 
The  Christmas  truce  must  end  on  Christmas  night. 

An^,1°ng,be^re  bkck  night  takes  down  her  awning 
-Lb at  shields  the  sleeping  world  from  light  of  day 

The  murmuring  voices  of  the  troops  give  warning,  ' 
All  thoughts  of  gentle  peace  have  passed  away. 

For  Britain's  pledges  must  remain  unbroken 

Her  friends  she  cannot  in  their  need  deny 
Words  are  sacred  still  that  once  were  spoken 

ihe  knot  of  friendship  nothing  can  untie. 
Britain's  hero  sons  can  bear  the  anguish 

Of  parting  with  the  ones  they  love  so  well, 
To  fight-and  die  if  needful-or  to  languish 

Unloved,  uncared  for  in  a  prison-cell. 

Knowing  that  the  fate  of  every  nation 

m£W  1  Vhe  balanC,6'  and  that  BritaiD's  hand 
Must  stay  the  power  that  carries  devastation 
into  every  sweet,  peace-loving  land. 

Some  heroes  still  are  fighting,  some  are  sleeping, 

TTnHl  I6      P  ^leDCe  Which  no  voice  ™  break 
Until  the  guardian-angels,  vigil  keeping, 

Shall  whisper  tenderly-"  Christians,  awake  I" 
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THE   VOICE   OF  NEUTKAL  NATIONS. 

WE  cannot  join  the  ranks  of  those 
Who  valiantly  march  forth  to  fight, 

Against  aggressive  wicked  foes 

Who  substitute  vile  wrong  for  right ; 

But  we  believe  with  faith  most  strong, 

That  right  must  ever  conquer  wrong. 

We  dare  not  utter  all  we  feel, 
Neutrality  our  speech  controls, 

But  no  power  on  earth  can  steal 
The  independence  of  our  souls, 

And  from  our  souls  we  sympathise 

With  the  cause  of  the  Allies. 

We  know  that  little  Belgium's  lying 
Wounded,  bleeding,  in  her  pain, 

With  unavailing  efforts  trying, 
Freedom  once  more  to  regain  ; 

We  cannot  raise  her  drooping  head, 

But  we  can  feed  her  with  our  bread. 

We  cannot  hear  the  sound  of  guns, 
We  are  safe  in  peaceful  lands, 

We  cannot  see  the  hated  huns 
Bavaging  with  ruthless  hands, 

But  the  cry  of  blank  despair 

Echoes  sadly  everywhere. 

We  cannot  stay  our  tear-drops  flowing, 
When  we  read  of  actions  cruel. 

Our  hearts  with  lurid  anger  glowing, 
Fresh  reports  pile  up  the  fuel ; 

Our  restless  hands  are  idle  still, 

But  thoughts  can  wander  where  they  will. 

The  blood  of  helpless  martyrs  shed, 
Cries  for  vengeance  soon  or  late, 

On  the  savage  tyrant's  head 

Will  fall  the  heavy  hand  of  fate  ; 

Retribution  and  remorse 

Must  surely  follow  in  their  course. 
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THE   VOICE   OF   THE  EAETH. 

Listen  to  the  evening  breeze 

Sighing  in  the  cypress  trees  ; 

Raindrops  from  the  dark'ning  skies 

Soft  as  tears  from  angel's  eyes, 

Fall  upon  the  sodden  ground 

With  a  melancholy  sound  ; 

Falling  too  are  human  tears, 

Wrung  from  hearts  convulsed  with  fears. 

Bitter  tear-drops  ever  falling, 
_Will  they  ne'er  be  dried  again  ? 

Listen  to  the  kind  earth  calling 
To  her  children  in  their  pain. 

"  Children,  let  your  tear-drops  fall, 
I  will  gladly  drink  them  all. 

"  Are  they  tears  of  grief  or  gladness, 
Tears  of  anger  or  of  pride  ? 
Many  feelings  mix  with  sadness 
For  the  loved  ones  who  have  died. 

"  Are  they  tears  of  bitter  sorrow 

Falling  on  the  cold  bare  ground  ? 
Promising  a  bright  to-morrow, 

Snowdrops  white  spring  up  around. 

'  Are  they  tears  of  anger  flowing 

In  memory  of  martyrs,  dead  ? 
Fire-lilies,  flame-like  glowing, 
Flare  with  passion  fiercely  red. 

"  Eager  ears  are  strain'd  to  listen 
To  the  stories  of  the  brave  ; 
Are  they  tears  of  joy  that  glisten 
On  the  daisy-cover'd  grave  ? 

Are  they  tears  of  pride,  victorious 
O'er  the  sorrow  for  the  dead  ? 

Irises  triumphant,  glorious, 
Bloom  where'er  those  tears  are  shed. 

Give  me  all  those  precious  tears, 
Purest  life-pervading  showers, 
To  refresh  my  thirsty  flowers. 


17 


Take  the  fairest  from  the  bowers, 
Take  them  in  your  gentle  fingers, 
Touch  them  with  a  soft  caress, 
They  shall  soothe  your  loneliness 
Through  the  endless  dreary  years ; 
They  shall  softly  speak  to  you, 
While  the  loving  twilight  lingers, 
"Words  of  love  and  comfort  too. 

"  Children,  while  your  tear-drops  fall 
I  will  gladly  drink  them  all." 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  SEA. 

Britannia  !  Euler !  I,  the  mighty  sea 

Acknowledge  no  allegiance  save  to  thee, 

My  only  duty  and  delight  to  be 

Thy  subject  and  thy  slave ;  for  evermore 

My  great  strong  waves  will  guard  thy  sacred  shore. 

Not  I  alone,  altho'  I  guard  thee  well, 
Not  I  alone  thy  faithful  sentinel ; 
Thy  gallant  sons  so  beautiful,  so  brave, 

Are  giving  all  to  thee, 
They  gladly  die  so  thou  art  free ; 
Their  Motherland  they  will  defend 
And  we  shall  conquer  in  the  end 

Together,  I  and  they. 

Ne i  er  shall  dawn  the  day 
When  audacious  enemy  shall  stand 
Upon  thy  consecrated  land, 

Nor  foeman's  hated  footprint  mar  thy  golden  strand. 

No  ruthless  hand 
Shall  soil  the  glorious  beauty  of  thy  face, 
Nor  tear  thee  from  thy  lofty  place 
As  queen  of  nations ;  Britannia  my  own, 
My  giant  waves  shall  shield  thy  God-built  throne. 

What  dost  thou  see,  Britannia,  Queen  ? 
Stretching  from  the  shadowy  beach 
As  far  away  as  eye  can  reach, 
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A  scintilating  moon-lit  plain 
Of  tiny  ripples  emerald-green, 
With  silver  stars  that  dance  between 
One  moment,  then  are  lost  again. 
A  rustling  breeze  begins  to  play 
Among  the  wavelets  gay  and  light, 
Sending  tiny  wreaths  of  spray 
Like  flow'rets  pure,  and  soft,  and  white, 
And  little  clouds  begin  to  rise 
Where  the  water  meets  the  skies. 
The  waves  grow  larger  now,  and  dash 
Against  the  rocks  with  sudden  splash, 
While  the  rock-like  clouds  o'erhead 
With  anger  lurid  grow  and  red  ; 
And  far  away  the  thunder  rumbles, 
With  protesting  voice  it  grumbles  ' 
In  its  wrath,  and  louder  clashes, 
While  the  brilliant  lightning  flashes 
Danger  signals  ever  clearer ; 
Still  the  threat'ning  clouds  roll  nearer, 
And  crystal  rain-drops,  round  and  large 
Meet  the  rising  billows'  charge. 

But  not  the  elements  alone 
Are  waging  war.    Thy  children  true, 
lo  guard  their  country  and  thy  throne 
Are  desperately  fighting  too. 
Hearest  thou  the  guns  ? 

Britannia  !  canst  thou  feel  afraid  ? 

To  thee  alone  I  lend  my  aid  : 
To  thee  and  to  thy  sons 

No  voice  but  thine  holds  sway 

O  er  my  wild  waves  that  thee  alone  obey. 

?it;thfy,„tl?e  aeeressors,  they  who  fight 
Against  all  laws  of  truth  and  right 
They  who  cruelly  smiled  to  see  ' 
A  sister's  dying  agony- 
Let  them  beware ' 
Too  soon  will  dawn  their  darkest  hour, 
They  shall  feel  my  'venging  power  : 
tierce  waves  shall  tear  them  limb  from  limb 
And  as  they  gasp  their  painful  breath 
Struggling  in  the  throes  of  death 
Groans  and  shrieks  that  rend  the  air 
lull  of  terror  and  despair 
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Shall  be  their  funeral  hymn. 
In  the  distance,  vague  and  dim, 

Great  shadowy  ships  appear, 
And  pass  along  th'  horizon's  rim  ; 

Britannia  !  canst  thou  hear 
The  roar  of  battle  ?  Have  no  fear. 
In  thy  peril  trust  to  me, 
Thy  loyal,  unconquerable  sea, 
My  great  strong  waves  will  fight  for  thee. 
See  how  they  roll,  so  fierce  so  high, 
As  they  would  reach  the  lowering  sky  ; 
The  blood-red  lightening-arrows  Hash, 
The  furious  waves  more  loudly  crash, 
The  wind's  infuriated  roar 
Deadens  now  the  din  of  war, 
All  the  elements  combine 
To  help  to  make  the  victory  thine. 

The  storm  is  passing  now  ;  its  work  is  done, 

The  foe  is  vanquish'd  and  the  victory  won. 

Britannia,  know  thy  friend,  th'  all-conquering  sea, 

My  cruelty  is  but  my  truth  to  thee. 

Bid  thy  daughters  rest  and  cease  to  weep, 

Around  them  gently,  noiselessly  I'll  creep, 

My  loyal  waves  will  guard  them  while  they  sleep. 

And  what  of  them,  thy  sons,  so  true,  so  brave, 
No  loving  arms  can  reach  them  now  to  save ; 
Wistful  eyes  are  watching  from  the  shore, 
For  those  who  will  return  there  nevermore. 
Thy  heroes  sink  exhausted  on  my  breast, 
I  lull  them  gently,  lovingly,  to  rest : 
And  my  soft  voice  sings  tenderly  to  them 
Their  requiem. 

"  Sleep,  sleep,  beneath  the  deep, 

Far  away  from  your  native  shore  ; 
The  ones  you  love  in  vain  must  weep, 
For  you  will  return  to  them  no  more. 

"  Sleep,  sleep,  your  long,  last  sleep, 

My  faithful  waves  will  guard  the  shore  ; 
Sleep,  sleep,  for  I  will  keep 

Guard  o'er  the  ones  you  can  shield  no  more. 
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"  Sleep,  sleep,  while  my  great  waves  creep 
Slowly,  silently  towards  the  shore  ; 
Sleep,  sleep,  while  your  your  loved  ones  weep 
For  those  who  return  to  them  no  more." 

They're  sleeping  now  Britannia,  let  them  lie  : 
They  lived  for  thee  until  thou  bad'st  them  die. 
A  holy  echo  murmurs  "  Peace  be  still." 
They  are  so  tired,  let  them  rest  until — 
We  know  not  when  'twill  be — a  Voice  Divine, 
Mighter,  more  powerful  than  thine, 
Shall  burst  like  thunder  thro'  the  clouds  o'erhead — 
"  Great  sea,  give  up  thy  dead." 
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